WESSEX TALES

He told his man to saddle the mare, booted and
spurred himself with a younger horseman's nicety,
kissed the two youngest children, and rode off. To
make the journey a complete parallel to the first,
he would fain have had his old acquaintance Japheth
Johns with him. But Johns, alas! was missing.
His removal to the other side of the county had
left unrepaired the breach which had arisen between
him and Darton; and though Darton had. forgiven
him a hundred times, as Johns had probably forgiven
Darton, the effort of reunion in present circumstances
was one not likely to be made.

He screwed himself up to as cheerful a pitch as
he could without his former crony, and became con-
tent with his own thoughts as he rode, instead of
the words of a companion. The sun went clown ;
the boughs appeared scratched in like an etching
against the sky; old crooked men with faggots at
their backs said * Good-night, sir,' and Darton replied
1 Good-night' right heartily.

By the time he reached the forking roads it was
getting as dark as it had been on the occasion when
Johns climbed the directing-post. Darton made no
mistake this time. * Nor shall I be able to mistake,
thank Heaven, when I arrive,' he murmured. It
gave him peculiar satisfaction to think that the pro-
posed marriage, like his first, was of the nature of
setting in order things long awry, and not a moment-
ary freak of fancy.

Nothing hindered the smoothness of his journey,
which seemed not half its former length. Though
dark, it was only between five and six o'clock when
the bulky chimneys of Mrs. Hall's residence appeared
in view behind the sycamore-tree. On second
thoughts he retreated and put up at the ale-house
as in former time; and when he had plumed himself
before the inn mirror, called for something to drink,
and smoothed out the incipient wrinkles of care, he
walked on to the Knap with a quick step.
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